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When the first canto had been completed, he went to
read it to her one evening. A few friends had assembled,
and they found the scene irresistibly comic. This tall young
man leaning against the mantelpiece, toying with his curls,
glancing complacently at the rosettes of red ribbon adorning
his pumps, and proclaiming himself the Dante and Homer
of his time, excited such merriment as could hardly be
checked. Soon the first two cantos were published; their
public welcome was cold; Disraeli had never felt very
strongly about being a Homer; the poem was beginning to
weary him; he flung it in a corner and thought no more
about it.